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- ; 4 t o Central Pork gave itself airs (ast week. | pushed to the front. And this man had two
1 “Le=e wa& Lee ute the ball was up and fur- | aseistants,
. ’ ). thermore it was un nearly four weeks cthed *“All told,” he remarked, stopping a
1 s' « ML year's record —a o, gy the authori- | second to mop his brow, “there were just
S tice, which aug: r: wel for a longer skating | sixteen days of skating on this lake last
; ¥ seoson than New York has had in some | winter, all of them in February. First of
44 é ! time. all came two days, followed by snow and
. ‘ | The man who rents skates at the lake, | rain and after that nearly two weeks con-
,:T'. i and has heen scen at the rame o'd stand | secutively.
2t i for a good many years, remarked with ratis- *As a rule, though, the pond had to be
% . faction: *There will be a lot of good skating | cleared at night to give the ice a chance.
’ here this winter or T om much mistaken,” | To-day the ice is splendid, at least eight or
and he said it with his coat off and perspira- | nine inchee thick.”
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Last Wednesday was perhans 'he banner
day on the lake. To he sure the frozen
sheet waa n]pnpd to the public on Tues-
«av morning but it was a'most night before
B rmany other persons than the sma'l boys
had found it out. On tha* ‘av, too, the
weather vas biting cold--almost too cold
for any but an enthusiast to go skating,
} whercas on Wednes: a® the wea'her con-
il ditions were a'ike ideal for sla‘ers and
lookers-on,

As a result, it seemed as if all New York,
jl with aud without sl a‘rs, flocked to the
pond. Hundreds went with no intention
of skating. All the a’ternoon the bridge
Ithat spans the lake at one point, the wooden |
platform, in front of the skating pavilion;
every bench and arbor and embankment
bordering the lake, was crowded with
spect-tors viewing a panorama which
with ite setting of soft gray skeleton trees
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{ The others, when this was reached, lans in 18468. [t was the first school build-
1 all stopped singing instinctively. Three t;m in the city to have stone staircases.
3 white beads came closer together and three | I insisted on &s & precaution againet
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A HOT TIME AT THE SKATE COUNTER.

tion rolling down his face, Tlat goes to
show bow hard he was working, It was
noticed though that the haruer he worked
the happier he looked.

*Two dollars deposit, madam eand 25
cente an hour for the rent of the skates,”
rolled with monotonous glibness from his
tongue, and no sooner wore the vords out
than a deal was closed and a new customer

against a background of blue sky and fln.
shine was artistically perfect—and did
one good to look at,

Included a nong the specta‘ors were all
kinds and conditions of people. Ia)ies
in arms were there a: weli as old men, who
swarped reminiscenices with gusto g
reomed to enjoy the fun as much - anye
body. Few of the elderly people ventured
on the ice, though.

“This sight is good for sore ever,” cgid

hands. “It looks like old times,

“Why, | remember,” he went on, “when
there was slating on this pond pretty nearly
from December to Ma-ch without & break.
I'hat was thirty years or more ao. It

THE LADY OF THE LAKE.

on'v gres to prove how the climate bas
changed.”

* A goodd thing, too, that it has,” retupned
the other, *with coal practically out of
sight.”

A\ noticeable contingent of those who
visi'ed the pond without skates consisted
of pet dogs, For the most part they be-

PUN POR ALL

BUT PAPA.

haved with the calmness peculiar to the

New York dog under any and all circum-

stances. Most of them went on the ice.
One. a collie, trudged redately along

THE EUN, SUNDAY,

one old man to miother, as they shook | beside his mistress who,

s, ' B Y o

JANUARY

although she
wore no skates, made a tour of the pond
over and over again and insisted on taking
her oconstitut) nal in ths very thick of

IS THE BALL UF? YOU BET YER LIFE.

the ekatere. Another dog, a big English
bull, was less coruplacent. His mistress
was on skates. But she didn’t stay on
them very long.

Ar she took the ice airily and gracefully
bystanders were highly entertained to
see that in one hand she grasped the leader
of the buildog and in tne other the fist

A BEGINNER.

of & four-year-old youngeter dressed all
in white. The chubby legs of the four-
year-old did their part wvaliantlv and
would have made a pretty good showing
too, had it rot been that mamma’s com-
panion on the other side concluded that
the pace was altogether too elow for him,
even if he didn’t have skates, and so pro-
ceeded to haul his mistress along like a
ship under full sail. When last seen the
trio were making at top epeed for the

pavilion, and as the impatient bulldog

And 5o he was. Almost every chair was
in use. The lake was dotted with the chairs.
Inone case pater familias, ~-omewhat heavy

rather
charge
of skaters like
& cennon mo-

ball une
menta, thereby calling down maledictin @

ONE PURPOSE OF GOING SKATING.

and portly, was pushing his wife along in
one, and at his side skated a rosy young
deughtor. 1n another, a very young Bene-
dick, with a m ek cast of features, akated
loyally along Lehind his better half who
was seated in a chair halding the baby. the
latter going through a first «x.erlence on a
skating pond with every appearance of
satisfaction.

Some oif the chair's best customers,
though, are beginners, w ho, failing to secure
the support of some self-sacrificing friend,
cheerfully pay down 25 cents for the sake
of having something, anything, to cling
o at a desperate moment,

I()np (n;. ohfksllft«-ra to ::: ahn:n in all his

ory at t e Juet now is t
.xtmn’.' He comea early and mm

enerally he wears a very short coat,

right uecktie and gloves of the mm
variety which he secems to think give a
e n( touch to his appearance, most
assidicus attentions as a rule are
to the school girls, gay and care-free, who

come tripp ug hands in pockets and
skates r,ﬂ';em shoes slung sbout their

in showers on his head, instead of striving
to gain the admiration of the public by the
more intricate exhibitions of skill indulged
in by his elders.

As a means to this praiseworthy end.
his skates this year are longer than ever
—~almost as long aa his legs In fact—and
some nervous poople are llllﬁeﬂ the
ndvhtblut(of having these very long skates

su A
Pﬁow is the skating to-day, sonny?"
was asked of a youngster of ve who
was bu-i un.tmgﬂnf a pair of skates
about ol‘ teen jnc| ong.
*Fine,” he exc , with emphasis,
he grinned when he said it.
record, it seems, for less than one
hour's skating was to lay low a middle-

man of athletic build, and two young
and almost to capsize A chair containing
WO

small children. After the last ex-
oit he was put off by a policeman. But
was back again the next day.

A rumor went the rounds early last week
that skating policemen were to be a feature
of all the parks from this time on, Central
Park not exc . Therefore, many visit-
ors to the lake when the ball went up, were
surprised to find all the blue coats in at-

tendance walking stolidly around on theip

feot much as usual. Une woman could not

hide her diseppointment.

'“l undor-u;?.d.'u-ld lbo" addressing o
ceman, “that a cemen on d

:’?the lake were to -:.?r'.'ﬂm- duty

THE LADY, THE BABY AND THE TIGER.
“Well, M.sa,” was the reply, °l iave
heard nothing about it. Up &t Van Court.
landt Park the b.cycle policenien wear
skates when the luke is irozen oier, but
so far 1 haven't seen any around lere. 1
don't think many of us kuow Low to skate,*
and lie looked down dub.ously at his own

somewl at substantial proportions,
An edded source of satisfaction to night
skaters was meonlight which from 10 ta 11
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INDICATIONS OF A WARM SPELL.

at least, changed the place into something
ke tauylana aud then kindly Lighted ue
skaters home. The sentimeutal ones were
in ecstacies, 3

*Charl.e and 1 went skating las' night,
confided one young woman (o another on
their way down town the next moruinug,
*and before 1 got home he asked me——"a
jangling trolley whizzed along just then
and drowned the rest of the sentence.
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THEY SANG FOR FREMONT.

@HE SNOW TOP QUARTET RE-
UNITED AFTER MANY YEARS.

And Joseph Mather, Tenor, Holds High B8
Alniost as Well as He Did In the Days
| Refore the War—bour Mere Boys of
80 or So Still Carolling for Freedom,

Joseph W. Mather celebrated his eighty-
ghird birthday a week ago and when the
other gentlemen of the 810w Top Quar-
tet gathered around the tning fork Mr
Mather reached high B and held it as easily
as he did forty-seven years ago when he
was firet tenor of the Frémont and Dayton
Glee Club Quartet

That high B wa= really the best thing
at Mr. Mather's bLirthday party He en-
joyed the congratulations on that account
even more than his friends' praise of the
home-made wine which he makes every
fall at the old Mather homestead in Darien,
Conn.

It was in “Frémont the True and the
Id*" (air, LUizow's “Wild Hunt ") that Mr.
ther made his hit. That was one of the

great show picces of the quartet in the
oampaign of 'S8 and the one in which Joseph
thce as first tenor, had the best chance
y always used to sing it just after Heury
Ward Beecher or fsome other great orator
bad got through with hix address

“Why, we would get almost as much
spplause for ‘The True and the Bold,"
said Mr. Mather the other day, in telling
of his party, “as Horace Greeley got fcr
his speeches, Greeley sometimes intro-
@u ed us at the meetings. He told an
audience up at Chopp gua cne n ght tia
we made the best mus.c he ever beard. |
don't know whether Greeley knew any-
thing about music or not, but that's wha!
be said. 1 wisli he could lave hLeard u:
the other night when the boys came over
to help me celebrate my Dbirthday, It
seemed to me that we sar g just about as
well as we did fifty years u,0. We stick t«
the old glees at all our gatherings. I don't
believe that any one of the boys would
dare suggest one of these ragt me tunes,
uniess poss. bly Ailken m ght want to try

on which Mr. Mather acquitted himself
lke a young leading man on Broadway:

one. But he's quite young.” (-u_:}uahy . 4 Mr. Math "
i Lere's the sta art of *Fié . n my time,” said Mr. Mather, the day
‘t True and ,.‘m L‘.:‘!“.,;_;;._._.‘.‘"“ lf; :m:r,\‘l "c':. after the party, *we had 2,500 p'ulvi'ln in that
i

rather wrinkled hapds were raised to warn
an imaginary audience of '§8 into silence,
while Mr. Mather threw back his head and
“unfurled the flag” without a quaver.

“Better than ever, Joseph, better than
ever.” exclaimed Frank Taylor, the second
bass, who is only 80 vears, old,

'How did Frémont ever lose with such
music as that at his ralliee?" sighed Henry
Camp, the seventy-nine-year-old gentle-
man who has been singing first bass since
the days of Tippecance and Tyler, Too.
And George Aiken, the youngster, just
wiung the first tenor's hand.

Then the four old gentlemen silently
and solemnly toasted each other in the
good ewcet wine from the Concord grapes
of Darien.

Mr. Mather was 8o delighted that after
it was all over and the guests had gone he
didn't even feel put out when he missed the
tuning fork.

“One of the boys slipped it into his pocket
I suppose, just for a joke,” he said. “Likely
enough it was Aiken. But it might have
been Camp or Taylor. They're always
up to somwthing. *

The truth should be told about Aiken
He was not one of the original quartet.
The second tenor in the campaign of '58
was Barzillai Warner But he died twent y-
five years ago, long before he reached his
prime. So when the others got back to
New York from California and other dis-
tant parts to which they had scattered
they had to find a new friend and singer
to rencw the organization and sing the
old nonfn.

Mr. Aiken was introduced by Mr. Camp.
His voice stood the test of the part and he
became one of the boys. He is only 69
vears old, but the others never twit him
about his age and he gcta just ar many op-
nortunities as anybody to pick out the next
| eoe,

Mr. Mather, Mr. Camp and Mr. Taylor
all sang at political meotings in the Tip-
pecanoce campaign, but not as an organiza-
tion. Then, aftar the Frémont r, they
une again for Lincoln in 1860 ey came
to New York to make their fortunes from
three adjoining towns in Fairfi-!d, Conn
I'hat was in 1840. In the "40s and '50s Taylor
mude plancs, Warner was in the Custom
Hcuse in this city, Camp sang all the time
and Mather was principal of a public schoo!,
in Chiystie street. The same school build-
‘ng stal ds there now. A pupil of American
parentage there to-day is something of a

SChOO! &Nd Lhey were aliiimt an Al icas.
1 dexigned that school building, and it stands |
to-day just about as it was built from my |
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fire. Another new potion of mine was
a double stuircase, one set of treads under
another, so as to afford double facilities
for escape in an emergency.
idea from studying an auger with one
epiral running under another. The builders
said it couldn’t be done, but [ showed them
that it could, and they bullt the double
stairs. [ guess they're there to-day.”

The Snow Tope, as their friends call them

now, were all church choir singers fifty and |
sixty years ago. Mr. Mather sang St.
George's, Mr. Warner and Mr, Camp were
in the Fifth Avenue Presbyterian urch

choir, and Mr. Taylor was in the Church of
the Ascension.

“We got torether as a quartet,® said Mr.
Mather in his apartments at the Mansion
House, Brooklyn, *because we all loved
music_and hated slavery., We sang cll

over New York and New Jersey and never |

charged anybody a cent for it.

“It's rather curious how we
united a few years ago. | had
East after an abwmence of enty-eight
vears in California, and we had all los
track of «ne another, One evening there
was & little company downstairs in this
hotel. Taylor was one of the guests, and
he and I ran afoul of each other. ﬁ wouldn'y
have happened so hut for a little old tune.
Tavlor didn't know me and I didn't know
him. But 1 happened to be standing in
front of the fireplace, and, without realizing
it, got to humming:

We'll give 'em Jeaste,
el Fie n el
Wbrn'n rally at the polls.

“Taylor was standing there, too, warming
his hands. He turned around quick as a
flash and eyed me. Then he began to hum:

Qur standard bearer, then,

The brave I'ath Finder bet

Free Speech, Free Preas, Free Sofl, Pree Mea,
Pré- mony and Victory.

“Well, I just forgot where ] waa, I
him then for a minute. He spoke first.

“‘Joe, Joe Mather,' he said.

“'Frank, Frank, the second bass,’ I said.

*Then we shook hands till some of the,

ts wanted to know if we were brothers.

‘ou see, Taylor is only 80 years old, but he

looks just as old as | am, every day of it.

1 don't know but what somebody who didn't
know might think he was a trifle older.

“Well, we stole away from the company
and came up here to my room. I got out
the tuning fork (it's the same one we
veed in 1856), and the old Frémont Glee
Book. I'm almost as careful of as |
am of my Bible. I never saw any one so
tickled as Frank Taylor was when he saw
that book. He mi somewhere
thirty or forty years ago, but he rcmem-
bered aimost everything in it. Then I got
out a botue of wine I make evory.i*w.
I retired sume years ago. and I spend all my
SULninG s and [8iis oh e Mather homesteaa
up in ien. [ look after the vineyard
for exercise and pﬂwnu.v out some
of the grapes. We have a little wine every
woek now when we come together to sing.
The boys tcll me it's better than cham-

gne. There is a little sparkle to it.

“But | was telliug you how we got re-
organized. Frank stayed up in my room
that night till about 12 o'clork and we sang
more than half way through the book.

“S8oon after that we hunted up Camp.
Then Alken came in, and that'e how we
were reunited after all those years

“To tell the truth, my birthday fell this
vear on a Sunday, Jan 11, so we didn't
have the real rlrty till Monday We didn't
want to cut loose on Sunday. I tell you
some of those songs are pretty livel Fk-ceo

“The celetration began on ‘ urday
night Henry and Frank
and myself had seats together over at

ro-
ust returned

I got my |

Metropolitan Opera House, We hear
‘Rigoletto.” The next morning we wen
to church together and on Monday they al

oame here y got here as eaily as 4
o'clock in the afternoon, and it was pretty
late in the evening when we sang, ‘A Cheer
for om.' air i= *‘Good Night.'
and we al nost alwavs wind up with that
It'~ a rousing song Ju t listen

not doing much that we'd call work. It

went this way:
But don't think they are idle, though
They nelther hoe nor n e,
Fo: half the Stock on the Auction Block
™ make.

MR. MATHER MR TAYLOR MR. AIKEN. MR. CAMP.
THE SNOW TOPS.

Loose from your guns their gearing cast, *We would come out good and strong on

Nall Frecdom'a colors 1o tBe vt ‘stook’ and ‘suction bluck,' and the audi-

Spread every sall 10 catch the blast:
e pear the pimate fort,
Hurrab! urrah! Hurrab

never forget one. I don't suppose we

ht to have sung it. We never uid before

o8, ANYWAY. called it ‘The Great
F. F's of Old Virginla.,! That means
first fAmilies. They were alwa

fun of us in the North for
hit 'em rather hard in that last verse

ence would just yell.

It was rather broad, but feeling be-
twoen the North and South ran pretty
bigh in those days. S8till, as [ say, we
never sang the F. F's before a mixed
audience.”

Another -onﬁ not originally printed in
the gle- book but pasted in on a separate
slip was callad the *l.xpress Song.” It is
interesting because William (ullen Bryant
was the author, and as showing what hot
things tical opponents could say of
each o in those days. It has never

appeared in any of the editions of Bryant's
poems. Hoere it is:
Alr—A Lute More Cider, Too.

1.
Erastus Brooks of the Espress
Is really nomninated

Oh! 1sn't be elated?

He'll sxell and strut and strut and swell
And cut up many a eaper

And lots of monstrous diny stuff
Wil publish in his paper.

CHORUS.
And a little more lying, too,
And a litsle more lying, too,
A little more lying he'll be trying,
A little more lying, too.

11,
Al th's he's struggled long and hard,
And done all sons of evil;
He sold his body o the South,
Hls soul unto the d—I.
The Adeertizer tried its hand,
But couldn't bold a candle
; Brooks of the Ezpress
In dealing out the scandal.

111
Prémont’s religion much conoerns
The politiclan plous:
He swears he |s a Catholle,
Does modern Ananlas;
And Ip the face and eyes of all,
The plainest contradictions,
These brazen sheeta reiterate
‘The Cook and Fulmer nctions.

1v.
While we dislike religious tests,
The story's getting coramon,
That our chivalrous Brooks bimself
ls secretely a Mormon!
That he's a hundred wivos at least,
Kept In seclusion quiet,
That Blshon Hughes nronounced the bans—
1f falso, let bim deny It.
Many of the sougs in this old cam
glee book have a religious tinge mﬂg
words were set to the music of *“America®
so that the crowds could join in._ Others
were to the tune of “Yankee Doodle.”
They were all for Frémont and freedom,
and the song writers of 1858 seemed to
take it for granted that war with the South
was sure tocome. The pet name of Charles
John Frémont in that campaign was
Charley. Here's another sample of the
roof raisers:
The Weatern boys, both great and small,
But never & Southern bully,
Stand ready a1l 1o roll the ball
For our herole ricy,
'l'b‘ohutam 1or that was * Who'll be King but

C s

The fact that Mr. Mather thought that he
and his friends would have more fun by
having their celebration on Monday, a
day late, may be explained by the first
tenor's ancesiry. He's the lineul descend-
ant in the wighth generation of the Rev.
Richard Mather, father of (otton Mather,
the noted New England divine. The Rev,
Richard, who was the son and grandson
of clergymen, had five sons. One of them,
Increase, wus the father of C(otton. An-
other, l1imothy, was the direct ancestor
of Joseph W. Mather of Brooklyn. Hun-
dreds of Mathers from this original stock
have been clergymen.

“Tuings are aifierent now than they used
to be,” said Mr. Mauther the cther day.
“Let me tell you, just to illustrate, of the
remarkable case of MNathauiel Mether, a
son of lucrease and brother of Cotton. At
9 vears he ocould read Greek and Latin. At
18, when be entered Harvard, he had read
the Bible through ‘n Greek and Hebrew.
At 18 Le was graduated at the head of his
cluss and his valedictory was on ‘The Con-
dition of Hebrew Thought in America.'
At 17 he was assistant minister to his father
and in correspondence with the savants
of Europe. And at 19 he died. The candle |
wuried out &t both ends, If he had lived ’

e would huve been the great Mather and
we would have all known about him in place
of (otton. |
*Mrs. Jessie Benton Frémont used to |
chiff me about my ancestors,” said Mr

Mather, “and ask
slavebolder himeelf *

me if Cottvn wasa't nl

CROPS RAISED BY ANTS.

Skill tin Fertilizing and Pruning Shown
by Seme Specles.

Recent study of ants has added another
fo the many facts that show the inteliigzence
these insects possces, This latest discove
ery is that some epecies actually plant and
raise their own crops.

The big leaf-cutting ant of the tropics
is the most proficient species in the agricul-
tural line. These ants visit planta and cus
little fragments out of the leaves. Some-
times they will ruin a whole plantation over
night, leaving the plents with ragged frag-
ments of their foliage,

Until recently it was supposed that the
leaf-cutters cte the pieces of leaf. But now
it in known that they carry the fragments
to their mounds, where they chew them over
and over, moistening them at the same
time with acid secretions, until they have
made a roft spongy mees. This is kneaded
and worked over and over again until it is
a big heap full of small holes,

In this spongy macs the ants depoeit
the epores of a certain fungus which forms
the greater part of their food supply. Dif-
ferent specics of ants have diflerent species
of fungus.

The most highlv developed of them all {s
grown by a Brazilian ant. It is known as
the Rosstes gongilophora. This fungus is
very rich and fuil of aibumen, which is par-
ticularly ioved by the ants.

To produe most albumen the fungus
must not be permitted to secd. Of courss

this is a si nple matter, vwell known to
every florist and ;frirmturist. But it cer-
tainly is wonderful that auts should have
learned it.

They attend to the pruning of the fungus
stems end suckers just as carefully as &
human plsntervould. As #oon as the fun-

us begins to grow it sends out fine thread-
ﬁke gtema into the air, If thesc are 2l'owed
to grow they will finally bear spo s,
But the ants do not permit them to gzrow,
They keep cert.in members of their colonics
busy biting them off the moment they
appear,

fter being prured for a short time the
fungua begins to develop little swollings
which are particulorly rieh in albumen.
And after Leing cultivated for a few months
the little u\u'lfingll are found everywhere
around the bottom of the pile

Some specior of anta carry fertilivers
to their gerdens. They bear finely chewed
wood, mouldering leaves, dead insecta and
other similar material to the fungus plon-
tations to enrich the =oil and increase their

wwinl,
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Subsol'ing With Dynamite,
From the Philadelphia Record,
*Strange are some of the {arming methods
of Colifornia,” said Ben amin Mannof Gernians
town, who recently returned from a vi-it to
the Pacific Coast  “One day in the yvine
country 1 heard a tremendous bane, bang,
baneing, and started from nv seat, thinkine
that a dreadful exrlosion had ocevired Bt
my host told me, with a lav-h, that his men
were meroly nloug inewithdonamits  Then
he went on to explain that when it wae dee
sired to loosen up the o1l to u denth of throe
feet or =0 dynanmite cartridges wope st 1n
the sirth and fired o They hroke up *

eround benuti'ully  They did the work
much better, and much more cheaply. than
any machin: or auy manual labor could 'n
And, In addition to this, they dostroved thae
para=ite ealled the phviloxera, the hirs
of tle vine gowr No vineyard whose

soil had been Avnamited my host =aid, eves
suffered frow the phyliozers afte: wasky®




